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dashed against the rocks ; even the hands were uninjured,
and it was difficult to explain how the engineer showed no
traces of the efforts which he must have made to get out of
reach of the breakers.
But the explanation would come later. When Cyrus
was able to speak he would say what had happened. For
the present the question was, how to recall him to life, and
it appeared likely that rubbing would bring this about; so
they set to work with the sailor's jersey.
The engineer, revived by this rude shampooing, moved
his arm slightly, and began to breathe more regularly. *
He was sinking from exhaustion, and certainly, had not
the reporter and his companions arrived, it would have
been all over with Cyrus Harding.
"You thought your master was dead, didn't you?" said
the seaman to Neb.
"Yes! quite dead!" replied Neb, " and if Top had not
found you, and brought you here, I should have buried my
master, and then have lain down on his grave to die!"
It had indeed been a narrow escape for Cyrus Harding!
Ned then recounted what had happened. The day
before, after having left the Chimneys at daybreak, he had
ascended the coast in a northerly direction, and had
reached that part of the shore which he had already visited.
There, without any hope he acknowledged, Neb had
searched the beach, among the rocks, on the sand, for the